NOBLE ESSENCES

While out of that thin substance, though he dies, yet do his thoughts

live.

All brave soldiers, though they die, are not remembered
And so it is with poets however high they climb to die:
How, then, can his memory live who had not strength to win his

battle,

Who shivered in the snow, and in the sun was parched and thirsty ?
No one will remember him, himself his only friend
And all the tears that fall but his own brackish sorrow.
If no one will remember me, somehow I will make a mote
That smarts however strong the eyes
And lodges there like dust to tingle,
Living in their vision like the fire heart in all smoke,
And so each time they look
My mote smarts and they rub their eyes:
Deep as the deepest sea, unruffled, never cut by wind,
This mirror is the water where I write my name,
Eating earth up inch by inch
As the tides do, tilting at us out of the salt sea.
I stand before this mirror and I walk away,
While my image, like the dying tide, ebbs before its change:
It walks out of the mirror as though I climbed out of the water
But yet it never ruffles and I hear no lapping waves:
These waters like the Dead Sea
Keep us floating though we cannot swim.
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